Later, she bought and gave me the cottage, and we
christened it 'The Forecastle' and made it beautiful. So
'right' and so beautiful that everyone who saw it exclaimed
with delight and admiration; we loved it very much and
admired it ourselves, but in the end we looked at one another
and confessed to a curious misgiving: had it become some-
thing of a museum piece ? Had we somehow in destroying
the vandalisms and expelling the junk also expelled some-
thing of its conviviality ?
I think it was partly our experience with The Forecastle
that helped us in the furnishing of our Italian apartments.
In them we attempted neither style nor period but bought
here and there whatever we admired and fitted it in wherever
it would go. The results may have ofiended against high-
brow canons, but were somehow very much more of a
home. Moreover, since for the first time in many years
we were very uncertain of our abode (we had not attempted
to secure even long leases and regarded those flats at first as
subsidiary to The Forecastle), we went about their furnishing
with an eye to economy; we made do with many things
because they were cheap, and came to the conclusion that
* le pain Unit de la gaiete is more often found on an unpre-
tentious platter.
But once again I have wandered up by-ways. Before we
ever owned a house in Rye we had a holiday that we never
forgot; not only because it was entirely delightful and be**
cause we needed it as perhaps never before, but because by
what some people call coincidence it led to the writing of
The Master of the House.
When the prosecution of The Well of Loneliness had suc-
ceeded and the magistrate, having refused to hear any of our
fifty-seven witnesses in its favour, had condemned it to
death as an obscene book, and when the appeal (upon which
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